


The Tr Age die of Richard D. of 

Say Clifford , doft thou know who fpeakes to thee ? 

Darke douche death orelhades his beames oflife, 

And he nor fees nor hcares vs what we fay. 

Rick Oh would he did, and fo perhaps he doth, 

And tis his pollicie in the time of death. 

He might auoyde filch bitter ftormes as he 
In his houre of death did giue vnto our father,. 

Gear . Richard ,. if thou thinkeft fo,vex him with eger words. 
Rich, fiifford , aske mcrcie, and obtaine.no grace. 

Ed®. Clifford, repent in bootleffe penitence. 

War. Clifford, deuifeexcufesforthy fault. 

George, Whilft we dcuife fell tortures for thy fault, 

Rick Thou pi tided AT or he, and I am fonne to Torke. 

Thou pittiedft Rutland, and I will pittie thee. 
Georg. Where’s captainc Margaret to fence you now? 
War. They mocke tliee Clifford^ weare as thou waft wont. 
Rich. Whatnot an oath?Nay then,l know hce s dead., 
Tis hard, when Clifford cannot foord his friend an oath. 

By this,! know hee’s dcad;and by my ioule, 

Would this right hand buybut an bowers life, 

That I in all contempt might raile at him. . 

!de cut it effand with the iftuing blood. 

Stifle the vilIaine,whofe inftanched third, 

T.o>l\e and voung Rutland could not fatisfie. 

War. I.but he is dead; off with the traytors head. 

And reare it in the place your fadicrs ftandes. ( 

And now to London with triumphant inarch. 

There to be crowned Envlands lawfull Kingi 
From thence fhall Warwick? crofle the Teas to Frame, 

And aske the Ladie Rom for thy Queene; 

So fhalt thou finew both thefe Landes togidier: 

And hauing Framce thy friend,thou needft not dreac, 
The fcattered foe, that hopes to rife againe,: 

And though they cannot greatly ftingto hurt. 

Yet looke to baue them bufie, to offend thine eare » 

Firft He fee the coronation done. 

And afterward He croftc the feas to Frawice, 

To effca this marriage, if it pleal'e my Lord? ^ 
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T orke { And tieiiric the fixt . 


Edw . Euen as thou wilt, good Warwick e let It Be: 

But firft before we go,(/<wgcknecle doWne, (fword.. 

VVee here create thee Dukpof Clarence’, and girt thee With the 
Our younger brother Richard/Duke of Cjlbcefttr. 

IF^iv/# asmyfclfe fhall do and vndo,as him pleafethbeft. 

iJ/cfj.Letmebe Duke of Clarence-, George oiCjloflcr: 

For Cjlofters Dukedome is too ominous, 

War. Tufhjt'hats a cinldifli obferuation. 

'ffykardbo Duke oFCjlojler Now to London, 

To fee thefe honors in poflfesfion. Sxeuntomn&s, 


Enter ttoo Keepers with boW and arr o'Wes. 

Keeper. Come, lets take our ftandes vpon this hill, 

And by and by the Deere will come this way: 

. But ftay, here comes a manjletsliften hirii awhile. 

Enter King Hehrie difgtiifde. 

Hen. From Scotland am I ftolne cuen of pure loue. 

And thus diiguifde,to greet my natiue land. 

No, Henrie no. It is no land of thine, 

No bending knee will call thee Cafar now. 

No humble filters files to thee for right : 

For how canft thou helpe them,and net thy felfe? 

Keeper. 1 marry fir, here is a Deere, his skin is a Keepers fee. 
Sirra ftand dole; for as 1 thinke, this is the King, 

King Edwardluih depofde. 

■ Hen. My Queene & fonnc;poore foules,are gone to France, 
And(aS I hearejthe great commaunding I Vanyicf, 

To intreate a marriage with the Lady Rona: 

If this be true, poore Qtieene and Sonne, 

Your labour is but fpent in vaine: 

For Lewis is a Prince foonc vvonne with wordcs, . 

And WarWtche is a fubtlll Orator : 

He laughes sind fayes,his Edward is inftalde. • f- 

She weepes, and laves, her Henrie is depolde: 

Heonhis right hand, asking a wife for Edward; 

She on his left fide, craning ayde for Henrie . 

Heeper. What art thou that talkesof Kings and Queenes? 
Hen. More then I feeme; for Idle I finouid not be, 
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